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Caught Somewhere in Time - Part Two 
Janick's POV: 


Davey and | had a few beers in a nearby pub then a few more in the hotel bar so when | returned to the 
room | found Bruce sound asleep half sitting, half lying on the sofa, his laptop still open and sitting on the table. 
| laughed to myself, feeling the familiar warmth spread through me that went deeper than the buzz | was 
feeling from the beer. Most of the world saw Bruce as the ultimate alpha male, all confidence and bravado, but 
at times like this | was reminded of the Bruce that very few people knew, the vulnerable, somewhat insecure 
Bruce who sometimes needed someone to look after him. | may be the only person who knew Bruce intimately 
enough to see that side of him. Both being men, we instinctively understood these things no woman possibly 
could. | closed the computer then knelt and gently unlaced his sneakers, slipping them off and lifting his feet so 
he was fully lying on the couch. He stirred a little but didn't wake. He drove himself so hard, sometimes to the 


point of exhaustion that | often worried about him though | knew it was pointless. Bruce is Bruce, he is always 


involved in so many different projects at once and | knew he would never slow down. 


| found a spare blanket in the closet and draped it over him. | decided not to wake him only to make him go to 
bed, that would be ridiculous. | knew he hadn't slept well the night before, he'd been in a strange, reflective 
mood all day and | attributed it to being over tired. We have a show tomorrow night so he needs his rest. | 
couldn't resist running my fingers through his iron gray hair, though. It was growing longer now but | doubted 
if he would ever let it get as long as it was thirty years ago. In those days it hung down like a curtain when 
he leaned over me as we made love, it felt like a shield, like it was just us two and the rest of the world 
couldn't get to us. That was foolish, of course. The world often did get to us and sometimes it felt like every 
fate that existed was trying to tear us apart. It had even felt like Bruce himself was trying to tear us apart 
at times, like when he left Maiden for those six years. He never understood how close | would get to complete 
despair when he was in one part of the world working on a solo album and | was in another touring with 
Maiden, or how much sleep | would lose when he was doing dangerous things like putting on a concert in the 


middle of a fucking war. 


| got into bed with my book but after ten minutes of looking at the same page and not reading a word | gave 
up and put it aside. It was only just past midnight and | wasn't ready to go to sleep. A lifetime of jet lag and 
performing shows at night had screwed up my biological clock to the point where keeping regular hours was 
impossible. Bruce made a sound and rolled over, clutching the pillow to his chest and | smiled to myself as | 
looked over at him. Bruce and | had known each other since we were in our late teens, we had been lovers 
since our early twenties. The bond we had was the strongest | had ever known. | thought back to when we had 
made love this afternoon. He wanted me to be in the dominant role, sometimes | think it helped him to let loose 
of his responsibilities to have me take over. I'd been reluctant to do it the first time we had ever made love 
that way. It was during his farewell tour with Maiden. Some of the band were downright hostile toward him 
and though he never said it in so many words | knew that in spite of his success with Tattooed Millionaire he 
was terrified of failing as a solo artist. | don't remember where we were, someplace in Asia | think, and we'd 


been making out in his room when he suddenly flipped over so that | was on top of him. 

"Okay, your turn!" he said. 

"My turn for what?" | had no inkling what he was getting at. 

"Your turn to fuck me. | know you want to." 

"Bruce, you've gone mad. Stop teasing mel” | tried to flip back over but he was strong and wouldn't budge so | 
resorted to grinding myself against him. He had me worked up to the point of no return, we'd been especially 
physical on stage that night and he managed to sneak his hand in my lap on way back to the hotel, rubbing me 
through my jeans to the point | was afraid the others would notice | was hard when we got off the bus. 

‘Ive been thinking about it all day!" he told me, grazing his teeth across my neck in the way he knew went 


straight to my groin. Then he'd grabbed my hair by the fistfuls and dragged me down for a deep kiss. 


‘| want you, Jan, and | want you in mel" he practically growled in my ear. 


Of course | gave in, and there would be no point in denying that | liked it. We clung to one another almost 
frantically throughout that tour but it finally ended and he was gone. Outwardly | welcomed Blaze Bayley and 
for the sake of the band | hoped he would work out, but in my heart he was always the replacement. He had 
none of Bruce's charisma and personally | felt his voice didn't fit the band. Those years were bleak even 
though | started my own family and tried to get on with life. We kept in touch, of course, and on rare 
opportunities we would manage a rendezvous when we were both in the country at the same time but at the 


time | believed | would never be able to work with Bruce again. 


When Bruce came back to Maiden he was surprised to learn the band knew about the nature of our 
relationship all along. | wasn't surprised, | knew at least one of them had known but | never told Bruce that. I'd 
told Davey myself about a year after Bruce left the band. | didn't plan to, but one night | had too much beer 
and it slipped out. | hadn't seen Bruce in months and it had been weeks since we even spoke on the phone. Dave 
and | always got on well and spent a lot of time together exploring the pubs in whatever city we happened to 
be in. That particular night, though, we were in a pub that had MTV on the TV over the bar and it was 
showing Bruce and Alex Dickson playing an acoustic version of Hell No. It hit me right in the pit of my stomach, 
seeing him with another guitarist felt like seeing him cheating on me in my beer befuddled mind. | was just 
drunk enough to start crying. | was trying to hide it from Davey but he looked at me with that knowing smile 


and | knew | wasn't fooling him for a second. 
"Bruce sounds good," he remarked. "but not as good as he did on Millionaire." 


| struggled to keep my voice from breaking. "He's every bit as good as he was on Millionaire, Dave, and you 


know it. Probably better." 


Dave was shaking his head before | finished speaking. "No, there's something missing." He looked straight at me. 


"You." 


Suddenly | wanted to get out of there. | couldn't stand to watch for another second. "I'm going back to the 
hotel, Davey." | got to my feet a little unsteadily and Dave stood too. "You don't have to leave yet." | told him. 
There was no reason for him to call the night short just because | was having an adolescent emotional 


breakdown. 

"Bollocks. Come on, let's go." He steered me by my elbow outside into the cool air. We were several blocks from 
the hotel but | didn't speak as we walked, | just kept my head down and my hands in the pockets of my denim 
jacket. After a couple of minutes, Dave spoke again. 

"Do you want to talk about it, Jan?" 

"Talk about what? l'm fine." 


Dave stopped walking then and faced me. "You don't think | can tell how much seeing Bruce on TV upset you? | 
know you better than you think, mate." 


| sighed, looked off down the nearly deserted street, avoiding his eyes. "I'm all right, Dave. really." 


He just looked at me and | couldn't take the silence any longer, | finally looked at him. "I miss him, Dave!" 


He nodded. "I know." Sympathy and empathy were clear in his voice. "If you want to talk about it, l'm here. It 
might help." 


| stood undecided but then in my mind | saw Bruce sitting with Alex and | felt fresh tears prick at my eyes. "I 


as | love him so fucking much, Dave." 
"We all love Bruce, Jan. We all miss him." 


| shook my head. "No, you don't understand! Dave." | was openly crying by now, | couldn't seem to help it, 
"Bruce and | were lovers for almost fifteen years!" 

The only indication of surprise Dave gave was a slight widening of his eyes. After a moment he nodded. "I see." 
And he did see, | could hear it in his voice, the comprehension of how betrayed and abandoned | felt and how 
jealous | was at seeing Bruce with Alex. We started walking again then and in spite of the fact | was still quietly 
crying | felt somewhat better for having unburdened myself. 

"| went through something like this when H left." Dave said after a few minutes. | gave him a sharp look and he 
hurried to explain. "Ade and | weren't lovers, | don't mean that, but we've been together since our early teens. 
| know its not the same but | got through it and you will too. You aren't alone." 


And from that point | didn't feel quite so alone. When | felt the hopelessness start to creep in on me Dave 
always seemed to know and he wouldn't let me brood. | don't know what | would have done at times if not for 
him. | know Bruce is a little jealous of how close | am to Dave but | know he knows we're just mates. Bruce is 
the only man | can imagine being with, | had never been attracted to any other man In the very beginning | 
denied | was attracted to Bruce. In those days it was still considered unacceptable for two men to have those 
feelings so when Bruce and | were together, out for drinks or hanging around backstage at each other's shows 
and | felt a jolt when he accidentally brushed against me | wrote it off in my mind as something else. Too many 
beers or the excitement from the show, anything other than the sexual magnetism is actually was. | got used 
to his being physically affectionate with me, he's a very physical person and it seemed he went out of his way 
to grab my arm or sit close enough to press his leg against my own. Then came the night when we both got 


as drunk as lords and went to bed together. 


| don't think I'll ever forget that night. We were in some cheap room he was renting temporarily while Samson 
was putting their first album together. I'd stayed over before, but not in the same bed. Still | didn't hesitate 
when he suggested we share the bed, in fact | remember my heart had started pounding like a jackhammer. | 
was drunk but not so drunk | couldn't anticipate the possibilities, but rather than being alarmed | was excited. 
And aroused, | remember how | got the quickest erection I'd ever had in my life. He laid next to me quietly for 
a minute then made a sort of groaning sound and suddenly he was kissing me, deep hot kisses like nothing | had 
ever experienced before. And | was responding. Within minutes he was going down on me and it was incredible. | 
came embarrassingly quickly and | didn't hesitate for a moment, | immediately returned the favor. Through the 
alcoholic fog | remember being astonished at how natural it felt, how completely at ease | was with doing 


something | had never even remotely contemplated before. | freaked out a little when | woke up the next 


morning but in the cold light of day | had to admit to myself | knew it was going to happen, | had even wanted 
it to happen, Seeing Bruce sitting there naked in bed with me, his long chestnut hair mussed, his muscular body 
dark with dense body hair, | felt myself getting turned on again in spite of not being entirely comfortable with 
what had happened. 


That had been the start and it escalated quickly from there. We took every opportunity we had to get 
together, though when he joined Maiden and | was touring with Gillan our opportunities were few and far 
between. | remember lan had hinted rather pointedly several times that he wouldn't mind a little romp with me 
himself, but | managed to avoid it becoming an issue. | only wanted Bruce. And during the Tattooed Millionaire 
tour | got him, oh God did I! Every night, backstage, slipping into one another's bunk on the bus, everywhere we 
could, anytime we could. We were in a constant state of horniness, barely able to wait until we had each other 
again I've seen footage from that tour and see myself fucking my Strat but in my mind | wasn't humping the 
guitar, | was humping Bruce. At times | was close to having an orgasm right onstage and | think there were 


times Bruce was too. 


Bruce snored lightly, interrupting my musings. His snoring had changed somewhat since the cancer, it seemed 
to be the only aspect of his voice that changed. God, that was a horrible time, | still quailed when | thought of 
it. We all knew he suspected it before we even finished recording Book of Souls but none of us wanted to face 
it. | kept telling myself it was just a lump on his vocal chords or something, that's fairly common with singers 
after all. We were home in London when he found out for certain it was cancer and he came round to my 
house, walking over because my London house is quite close to his. | knew it was bad news as soon as | opened 
the door, | could see it in his face. | was as bright and optimistic | could be to his face but as soon as he left | 
broke down crying. 


Bruce didn't want me to visit him when he was undergoing chemo, he said he didn't want me to see him like 
that. He thought he looked like an old man. | didn't care what he looked like, | wanted to see him, to reassure 
myself he was still there, still breathing, still fighting. In spite of his protests | went round to see him at first 
but as the chemo progressed he was too sick and in too much pain to want to see anyone. | understood that 
and respected his wishes but | called every single day to check on how he was doing. When he was declared 
cancer free it was the best news I'd ever heard. Better than when lan Gillan called me all those years ago to 
offer me a spot as his guitarist. Better than the day | auditioned for Maiden and was accepted on the spot. For 
weeks | hadn't dared look ahead, | hadn't dared contemplate all the possible outcomes. | felt like | could be happy 


again, because if | lost Bruce any further happiness would be impossible. 

"You look like you're miles away, mate." the sleepy voice from the couch broke into my reverie and | realized | 
had been staring at the wall, completely lost in my thoughts. | looked over to see him stretching and running 
his hand through his shaggy hair. 


"| was, | guess. Are you coming to bed?" 


He grinned that mischievous grin and got up, coming over and lying down next to me. "I'm not tired now, | must 


have been sleeping for two hours." 


"Did | say anything about sleeping?" | smirked at him and he laughed. 
"You never get enough, do you?" 


"Do you?" | returned the challenge. He was already running a hand up the length of my leg. It was a particular 
maneuver he had and he knew exactly how to touch me, the exact pressure of his fingers, the way he would 


draw close to my groin then back down only to get just a tiny bit closer the next time. 
"OF you? No, never." 


| was wearing a tee shirt and loose camo pants and he was lifting the shirt to press little wet kisses onto my 
stomach. | felt his teeth nip at me then suck my skin, knowing it would leave a mark because my skin is so 
fair. | slid down the headboard to lay beside him and pulled him closer, feeling myself stir, the feelings as 
strong as they were nearly forty years ago. My pants have a button-fly and Bruce unbuttoned them one 
button at a time, licking and nipping my skin until | couldn't take it anymore. | shoved my pants down and 
grabbed him by the shoulders, moving against him. 


"Get naked, Brucie!" | urged him, and he chuckled in my ear, both amused and aroused at my urgency. 


"So impatient!" he murmured, but he quickly undressed and | pulled him down over me full length, kissing him 
deeply. Bruce is the only person I've ever been able to be completely uninhibited with in bed, | was wanton and 
not ashamed of it. "You've been lying here thinking up new and exciting ways to ravish me, haven't you, while 


I've been innocently sleeping?" 


"Maybe..." | was kissing his neck even as my hands were busy running up and down his back. | felt him hot and 
hard against my stomach and | shamelessly writhed against him, wrapping a leg around his thighs. | sometimes 
think | could get off on this alone, on just moving against him and kissing him, he has that effect on me. But he 
wasn't stopping at just that, he was moving down my chest and finding my nipples with his mouth, tonguing 
first one then the other. He told me once my nipples fascinate him, which | thought was weird at the time but 
since then he's proven it and surprisingly | loved it as much as | imagine women love that sort of thing. He 
mouthed his way down my stomach and | tensed, knowing what was coming, knowing he was going to tease me. 
Bruce is a master at teasing, his goal is to get me so excited | beg and | admit | usually do in spite of my 
determination not to. 


| felt his warm breath on my erection, kisses on my stomach, my thighs, then hot breath on my balls. I'm 
moaning shamelessly by now but I'm not begging him, | can still maintain my resolve. The whole object of this 
game is to see how much | can stand. At times | think the anticipation is too much, that I'll go over the top 
before he even puts his mouth on me, and from Bruce's rapid breathing and urgent movements | could tell he 
was getting very aroused as well. Finally | felt him, just the lightest touch of his tongue on me and | cried out, 
bucking my hips involuntarily. 


Bruce placed his hand flat on my stomach. "Hold still now, behave or I'll stop." And he would, too, though he 
could never stop for long. | willed myself to relax, to lay back and let the sensations flow through me. He kept 


his touch light and varied where he would lick me, and all of a sudden | couldn't stand it for another second. 
"Ah, God, Brucie, come on! Stop tormenting mel!" 
He chuckled, placing a kiss just above my pubic hair. "And what's the magic word?" 


"Pleeaasseeeel" | cried out, grasping his hair and pulling him to me. | was immediately rewarded by the feeling 
of his hot mouth engulfing me, slow and steady with a hum of satisfaction that very nearly finished me. It 
must have been a few minutes but it felt like mere seconds before | cried out again, spending myself in his 
mouth. He didn't relent until | was lying back limp on the pillow, my chest heaving as though I'd just finished a 


two hour concert. Bruce gave one last slow lick and raised up to kiss my mouth. 


"| love the taste of you," he said softly, kissing me again. He was rock hard against my hip and | reached down 


to take him in my hand. 
"And what can | do for you in return?" | teased him. 
"Mmm. think you know what | want!" 


| did indeed, and within a minute he was making love to me. Even though l'm over 60 now | was hard again 
soon, having a second orgasm just as he finished within me. As much practice as we've had it wasn't unusual 
for us to climax simultaneously, we were completely in sync. He slipped off me to lay at my side, his arms still 
wrapped around me as we drifted off to sleep. Tomorrow would be another day, tomorrow night another 
exhilarating concert and, | knew, another night of love. | turned my head to give Bruce a sleepy kiss before 


falling asleep and | heard him murmur an ‘| love you. "I love you too, Brucie. You have my heart.” 


